PR 
Soo 


Poetry  of  To-day 


The  Poetry  Review  New  Verse  Supplement 


VOL.  II,  No  6.     NOVEMBER-DECEMBER  1920 

A  Vienese  Christmas  Carol.    By  B.  M.  Skeat 147 

Ye  Locket.    By  Honor  F.  Leeke 148 

Freedom.     By  A.  D.  H.  Allan 149 

Paolo  and  Francesco.     By  Doris  Westwood      150 

The  Earth  Sleeper.     By  B.  W.  Richards  151 

Litany  of  the  Caged  Song-Birds.     By  D.  U.  Ratcliffe...  151 

The  Larger  Liberty.     By  H.  H.  B.  152 

Resurrection.     By  Danford  Barney        ...          153 

The  Small  Holding.    By  D.  B.  Sedding 155 

To  Lancashire.     By  D.  M.  Rawncliffe 155 

Madam  Butterfly.     By  M.  E.  Morris       157 

Golden  Dreams.     By  ths  Lady  Diana  Bridgeman        ...  157 

The  Water  Lilies.     By  Vivienne  Dayrell          158 

Premium  Awards  and  Criticism     ...         ...         ...         ...  159 

Poetry  of  To-day  :  A  List  of  the  Latest  Volumes       ...  164 
Title  Page  and  Index. 


Subscribe  NOW  to  THE  POETRY  REVIEW  for  1921, 

or  become  a  Member  of  the  Poetry  Society,  and 

join  in  the  promotion  of  new  Centres  throughout 

the  country. 


EIGHTPENCE  net  (with  THE  POETRY  REVIEW,  1/8  net). 
Annual  Postal  Subscription,  3/6  ;  with  THE  POETRY  REVIEW, 

ERSKINE  MACDONALD,  LTD.,       * 
Malory  House,  Featherstone  Buildings,  LONDON, 


146      THE  POETRY  REVIEW  SUPPLEMENT 


JUST  PUBLISHED  Cr.  8vo,  40  pp.          Specially  Designed  Cover 

A  FEW  LEAVES 

FROM  THE  TREE  OF  EVERYDAY  EXPERIENCE 

BY  ^  Being  an  effort  to  translate  the  higher 

A.   E.    FELTHAM          thoughts  of  an  average  man  into  verse 

Times  Literary  Supplement — "These  essentially  homely  musings  show  an 
attractive  mind  and  a  real  sensibility.  The  right  thought  on  the  right  occasion 
is  the  motto  of  the  volume." 

Birmingham  Daily  Post. — "  The  workmanship  is  neat  and  the  sentiments 
unexceptionable . ' ' 

Coventry  Herald. — "  Mr.  Feltham's  verses  ought  to  be  read ;  the  quality  is 
uniformly  good ;  some  of  the  poems  reach  a  high  standard.  They  cause  to 
think,  and  that  is  a  recommendation  which  much  of  the  written  word  nowadays 
lacks." 

Coventry  Standard. — "  Mr.  Feltham  not  only  writes  poetically,  and  that  is 
a  great  gift,  he  thinks  poetically,  which  is  a  greater  gift.  Some  of  his  verses  hare 
an  entrancing  rhythm — a  lilt  which  sets  the  blood  coursing  through  the  veins." 

Leamington  Spa  Courier, — "Mr.  Feltham  has  been  well  advised  to  issue 
this  little  collection." 

3/-  net,  post  free 

COVENTRY  :      CALDICOTT    &    FELTHAM,    IRONMONGER    Row 


RULES    OF    ENTRY    FOR   THE    PREMIUM    AWARD 
AND  CRITICISM 

The  usual  Premium  offer  of  £3  for  the  best  poem  or  poems  sub- 
mitted to  the  Premium  Editor  during  the  month,  is  repeated. 

1 .  Poems  submitted  may  be  in  any  metre,  but  must  not  exceed 
40  lines. 

2.  Not  more  than  two  poems  may  be  submitted  at  the  same  time. 

3.  Every  entry  must  be  certified  as  original  and  as  not  having 
appeared  in  print,  and  the  name  and  address  of  the  competitor  must 
be  attached  thereto. 

4.  If  criticism  is  desired,  2s.  6d.  and  a  stamped  addressed  en- 
velope must  be  enclosed.     (If  a  more  detailed  postal  criticism   is 
desired,  55.  and  a  stamped  addressed  envelope  should  be  sent.) 

5.  Entries  must  be  either  type- written  or  written  in  ink  on  one 
side  of  the  paper  only. 

6.  Poems  should  be  addressed  to  "  The  Premium  Editor "  and 
should  reach  this  office  not  tater  than  November  3Oth.    Entries  can- 
not   be   returned    but    they  must    remain  at   the   disposal   of  the 
Editor  until  the  issue  of  the  next  number  of  THE  POETRY  REVIEW, 
in  which  the  award  will  be  published. 


A  VIENESE  CHRISTMAS  CAROL 

Inasmuch  as  ye  did  it  not  unto  one  of  the  least  of  these  my  brethren.1'] 

AT  Christmas,  at  Christmas 
The  stars  are  burning  bright 
And  angel  faces  gaze  between 
Throughout  the  holy  night. 
They  veil  their  faces  wondering 

As  Christ  Himself  comes  down 
And  seeks  the  lowliest  dwelling  place 
In  His  once  royal  town 

O  Mother — Motherheart  / 
The  Christ-child  calls  to  thee. 

O  Christ  child  !     Thou  liest 

Within  a  cradle  bare, 
Rough  paper  wraps  thy  tiny  limbs, 

No  linen  fresh  or  fair — 
Fireless  and  dark  Thy  chamber, 

With  walls  both  damp  and  thin  : 
And  through  the  broken  window  pane, 

The  bitter  wind  blows  in. 
O  Mother — Motherheart ! 
The  Christ-child  calls  to  thee. 

On  rotting  straw  beside  Thee 

Thy  Mother  Mary  lies, 
Her  hunger-wasted  breasts  no  more 

Can  still  Thy  wailing  cries. 
While  bent  in  grief  above  Thee, 

Despairing,  Joseph  stands, 
Clenching  in  silent  agony 

His  toilworn  bleeding  hands. 
O  Mother — Motherheart  I 
The  Christ-child  calls  to  ihee. 

A  Christmas,  at  Christmas, 

The  stars  are  burning  bright, 
But  angels  veil  their  wondering  gaze 

Before  this  piteous  sight. 
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O  Heart  of  Love  Incarnate 
By  man  betrayed,  forgot, 
Thou  cam'st  to  Thine  own  once  more 
And  they  received  Thee  not. 
O  Mothers — Motherhearts  ! 
Hear  ye  the  Christ- child  wailing  ? 

B.  M.  SKEAT 

YE  LOCKET 

(A  BALLADE  OF  THE  GARDEN) 

IN  sooth  I  am  bewildered — 
Where  can  her  locket  be  ? 
I  stand  upon  ye  flower  bedde 
And  seeke  it  busilie  : 
Sweet  William  smilethe  radiantlie, 
And  saithe  to  me  "  Methinks 
"  Her  locket  lyethe  quietlie 
"  Close  hid  amonge  ye  pinks." 

Sweet  William,  all  her  love  is  dead 

And  Life  is  agonie  ! 
"  A  murrain  on  thy  ruddie  heade, 
"  Thou  purblind  dolt,"  quoth  he, 
"Go  seek  her  locket  speedilie — 
"  A  secret  too,  methinks, 
"  Is  in  that  bauble  saucilie 
"  Close  hid  amonge  ye  pinks." 

Sweet  William,  thou  hast  truly  saide — 

The  locket  now  I  see  ; 

But  lo,  the  haire  withyn  is  red  ! 

'Tis  mine,  in  veritie  ! 

"  Love  comeyth  but  to  few,"  quoth  he, 

"  And  jesteth  oft  methinks  ; 

"  And  yet  he  ha  the  awaited  thee 

"  Close  hid  amonge  ye  pinks." 

Envoi. 

Ladye,  I  bring  moste  humblie 
Thy  locket,  and,  methinks, 
Full  measure  of  that  love  for  me 
Close  hid  amonge  ye  pinks. 

HONOR  F.  LEEKE. 
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FREEDOM 

THE  wind — the  moor — the  space 
Are  in  my  veins  tonight ! 
I  want  to  turn  my  tear- washed  face 
From  serfdom's  blight 
And  bathe  my  body  in  the  grace 
Of  the  sun's  healing  light. 

I  want  a  life  unpenned 

By  prison  walls  : 

A  freedom  that  need  not  on  laws  depend, 

Nor  heed  the  calls 

Of  time  :  a  world  that  has  no  end — 

Where  Love  alone  enthrals. 

I  want  to  feel  the  air  rush  free 

About  my  naked  limbs 

With  nothing  'twixt  my  Sun  and  me  ! 

To  follow  fancy's  whims 

Whilst  every  bird  and  cloud  and  tree 

With  song  o'erbrims. 

I  want  to  fling  a  welcome  glad 

To  any  mate  : 

To  share  another's  fortune — good  or  bad — 

In  mockery  of  fate  : 

Then  sweep  away,  still  careless,  happy,  mad, 

Where  fresh  delights  await. 

But  nevermore 

To  live  Convention's  captive,  bound  in  steel  I 

Never  again  to  languish,  as  of  yore ! 

But  live  on  air,  drink  Heaven's  wine,  and  feel 

My  body,  whole  and  cleansed  in  every  pore, 

At  Nature's  altar  kneel. 

To-night  my  brain  is  braced 

To  cracking-pitch ! 

An  artist — I  had  seized  my  brush  and  traced 

Beauty  in  colours  rich  : 

A  sculptor — I  had  form-engraced 

Life's  every  niche : 
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A  poet — I  had  stirred 

Man  after  man  to  play  a  noble  part 

By  fertile  thought  and  word. 

Now,  only  tears  will  start — 

My  wings  must  beat  unseen,  unheard, 

And  Love  consume  my  heart ! 

One  day  I  know  my  heart  will  burst 

This  cerement : 

Will  wander,  wander,  till,  in  joy  immersed, 

I  feel  the  casing  of  the  chrysalis  rent 

And  immortality  peep  out  to  slake  its  thirst 

In  Love  omnipotent. 

And  standing  there 

I  shall  confess 

My  faults  to  a  Christ  of  the  open  air  : 

HE  shall  forgive  me,  and  shall  bless 

With  infinite,  spaceless  love  and  render  fair 

My  nakedness. 

A.  D.  H.  ALLAN. 


PAOLO  AND  FRANCESCA 

I  DID  not  know  the  dead  could  have  such  hair, 
So  bright,  so  shining  and  so  cruelly  sweet, 
Soft  as  in  life,  so  perfumed,  so  complete, 
Robbed  of  no  subtle  charm  it  used  to  wear. 
Death  dulls  the  eye  and  all  the  rosy  hue 
Of  pulsing  blood  is  'servient  to  his  hand, 
I  did  not  know,  I  did  not  understand 
That  these  twain  heads  would  not  be  dulled  too. 

They  were  too  innocent  to  cherish  sin, 
Born  twin  souls  in  love's  womb  and  fashioned  there 
For  pride  and  laughter,  never  meant  to  weep. 
How  still  their  faces  are,  their  hands — how  thin, 
Like  living  tendrils  clings  their  tumbled  hair. 
Hide  them,  they  look  like  children  fast  asleep. 

DORIS  WESTWOOD. 


THE  EARTH  SLEEPER 

OFT  in  the  silent  watches  of  the  night 
Across  the  bending  grass, 
Bringing  to  me  slow  visions  of  delight, 
I  hear  the  night  winds  pass. 

I  waken  to  expectant  joy,  and  slow 

Mine  eyes  are  loosed  from  sleep — 
I  hear  the  feet  of  star-born  children  go 

Swiftly,  or  hushed  they  creep. 

I  feel  their  murmur  rippling  into  mirth 

Upon  my  cheeks,  as  they 
Do  touch  my  face  with  ringers  cool  as  earth, 

Dew- soft  as  wakening  day. 

They  bridge  the  indifference  of  the  void  and  make 

The  stars  a  friendly  throng, 
The  music  of  their  joyous  feet  doth  wake, 

Even  the  heavens  to  song. 

I  hear  them  breathe,  the  while  mine  eyelids  close, 

And  sound  and  stillness  cease — 
(O  soft  as  petals,  falling  from  the  rose) 

"  From  God  we  bring  thee  peace." 

Thus  in  the  silent  watches  of  the  night 

Across  the  bending  grass, 
Bringing  to  me  slow  visions  of  delight, 

I  hear  the  night  winds  pass. 

B.  W.  RICHARDS. 


LITANY  OF  THE  CAGED  SONG-BIRDS 

ONCE  I  swung  in  Heaven  blue, 
Once  was  cradled  by  the  trees, 
Once  I  knew  the  bending  branch, 
Touched  the  pinions  of  the  breeze. 
Little  saint  of  singing  things, 
Francis !   hear  my  flutterings, 
Hear  the  breaking  heart  of  me. 
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Mortals  think  I  sing  of  joy 
Canticles  of  dewy  light, 
Roulades  of  the  briared  dell, 
Of  the  runnel's  fresh  delight. 
Little  saint  of  singing  things, 
Francis !   hear  my  flutterings, 
Hear  the  breaking  heart  of  me. 

Here  I  sing  encaged  in  wire, 
But  my  spirit's  on  the  thorn 
Of  the  dancing  moon-white  may 
Near  the  nest  where  I  was  born. 
Little  saint  of  singing  things, 
Francis !   hear  my  flutterings, 
Hear  the  breaking  heart  of  me 
For  the  loving  sake  of  Him 
Who  was  crowned  with  a  thorn, 
Who  once  died  upon  a  tree. 

DOROTHY  UNA  RATCLIFFE. 


THE  LARGER  LIBERTY 

THE  human  soul,  borne  on  white  wings  of  destiny, — 
Mar's  body  red  with  blood-assault  of  war — 
Sees  Christ  outshining  Caesar — like  a  Star 
Whose  whelming  Beauty  rules  the  night's  dark  majesty. 

Man's  thought,  too  long  obedient  to  despotic  laws 

Of  lawless  Kings  ;  too  true,  too  blind  ; 
Now  drives  through  starshine  all  the  princely  minds  that  pause 

Before  the  day's  apocalypse  of  Mind. 

Princes  and  pomp  of  old — the  pathos  of  the  past 

When  law  was  tyranny  and  war  romance — 
Your  love,  your  kin,  your  cause  betray  you  at  the  last : 

Now  men  strike  madness  down  and  hail  the  mind's  advance. 

The  princely  lie  of  right  divine  in  laughter  dies, 

The  pallid,  spectral  liars  cheat  the  devil  of  his  praise. 

Brave  Kings  who  led  your  underlings  with  licence  and  with  lies, 
No  free  man  mourns  your  majesties  in  these  glad  latter  days. 
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You  fostered  thought  ?     With  nations  as  frontiers  of  the  mind, 
And  held  men's  thoughts  in  durance  to  nationality  : 

With  fear  you  fed  their  envy,  with  hate  you  made  them  blind, 
And  rode  in  triumph  unto  God — who  loves  humility. 

The  frontiers  of  the  mind  may  march  beyond  the  stars, 

Through  lengthening,  illimitable  lands  ; 
And  man  must  follow  as  they  fade,  though  baulked  by  royal  wars, 

A  rebel  reaching  for  the  law  with  blood  upon  his  hands. 

Since  Beauty  limits  to  no  land  her  loyalty, 

Since  Love  no  princely  power  can  isolate, 
The  thoughts 'of  men  must  thunder  on  till  royalty 

Is  sacrificed  to  right  and  Kings  capitulate. 

H.  H.  B. 


RESURRECTION 

WHEN  the  last  effort  has  sufficed 
All  but  man's  image  to  erase, 
And  worshippers  of  Eve  and  Christ 
Leave  but  their  crosses  to  efface. 

Oh,  it  will  not  be  hard  to  pass 
Where  centuries  are  not  so  long, 
Unmirrored  in  the  broken  glass, 
Still  quick  where  memory  is  strong. 

Only  the  kinder  few  will  note 
A  mark  upon  the  records  where 
Invisible  His  swift  hand  wrote 
Our  name  in  His  perennial  quair. 

A  few  these  remnants  shall  enfold, 
Official  in  their  decorous  way, 
Forgetting  ere  the  earth  be  old 
They  laid  me  with  their  yesterday. 
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Their  yesterday  and  my  to-morrow 
To  wing  and  with  the  meteor  climb 
Whence  stronger  faith  or  pity  borrow 
Mastery  of  our  sublime. 

Where  unexpended  sense  shall  quaff 
The  choiring  Beauty  of  no  form, 
Or  from  its  peace  ride  as  the  chaff 
Giddy  on  pinnacles  of  storm. 

While  dynasties  of  old  disdain 

Kneel  unto  democratic  hate, 

And  summer  moons  through  veil  of  pain 

Rise  poppy  red  and  passionate.  .  . 

They'll  hear  trees  tip- toe  on  the  hill, 
The  winnowing  of  hands  o'erhead, 
And  know  the  elemental  will 
Reaps  on  the  highway  of  the  dead. 

And  something  in  their  sleep  shall  stir  ; 
Insensate  things  shall  move  and  seem 
Burnished  beneath  his  scimitar  ; 
And  common  things  become  as  dream. 

You'll  know  when  first  the  amber  star 
Creeps  down  the  intimate  stair  of  night, 
O,  Heart,  still  moves  your  avatar 
From  life  to  death,  from  death  to  light. 

You'll  hear  old  laughter  down  the  gloom 
Of  twilight  hills  when  day  is  done, 
Still  foot-falls  through  the  poppy  bloom  ; 
Then  you  shall  know  that  I  have  gone. 

Gone,  and  the  dust  of  flesh  is  spent, 
And  error  dead,  and  God  is  true  ; 
O,  Heart,  the  dawn  of  that  ascent 
To  all  eternity  with  you  ! 

DANFORD  BARNEY. 

Farmington,  Conn.,  U.S.A. 


THE  SMALL  HOLDING 

A  HOLDING  small  upon  a  Cornish  moor, 
A  homestead  hidden  in  the  hush  of  trees ; 
Doves  flutt'ring  in  and  out  a  half  hatch  door, 
While  far  away  the  wind  wails  o'er  the  leas. 

In  ploughing  time  a  crowd  of  great  white  wings 
Of  seagulls  shrieking  o'er  the  sod  uptorn. 
In  harvest  time  a  host  of  lesser  things 
That  sing  among  the  stubbles  of  the  corn. 

And  in  the  autumn  lest  I  seem  to  hear 
The  endless  crash  of  cannon  rending  all. 
About  my  garden  ways  the  leaves  drop  near, 
Making  a  golden  carpet  where  they  fall. 

The  gorse  will  fade,  and  fading  flower  again, 
And  all  the  sleeping  moorland  wake  to  life 
The  heather  from  the  couch  where  she  hath  lain 
Till  mem'ries  fade,  and  echoes  of  the  strife 

Come  as  the  many  noises  of  the  fair 
To  some  quiet  nun  who  kneeling  at  her  beads 
Hears  the  far  discord  through  the  limped  air, 
Yet  in  her  rapture  neither  turns  nor  heeds. 

D.  B.  SEDDING. 


TO  LANCASHIRE 

GRIM  are  thy  chimney-stacks,  county  of  mine, 
Standing  in  forests  by  slag-heap  and  pit, 
Hiss  of  the  molten  iron  flowing  like  wine — 

That  is  thy  music — and  echoes  remit 
The  sound  of  the  clank  and  the  roar  of  thy  mills, 

Timed  by  the  picks  in  earth's  bowels  below ; 
Industry  orders  and  industry  wills, 
Here  its  master  and  here  it  will  grow. 

Coal- blackened  faces  thy  hardy  sons  wear, 

Sweat-streaming  bodies  with  muscles  all  taut — 

Toiling  in  darkness  in  coal-dusted  air, 

Fighting  the  battle  their  fathers  have  fought. 
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'Tis  by  the  swing  of  the  collier's  arm 

Steam  the  great  ships  of  our  Navy  so  proud, 

And  the  smoke  from  their  funnels  in  storm  or  in  calm 
Forms  a  shimmering  crown  for  them  up  in  the  cloud. 

Labour  is  pulsing  amid  the  vast  throng 

Labour  that's  honest  and  labour  that's  good, 
And,  oh  !  but  the  wenches  are  bonny  and  strong, 

Gradely  indeed  in  their  fair  womanhood  ! 
Their  eyes  beaming  out  'neath  a  long  cosy  shawl 

That  keeps  out  the  cold  and  the  soot-laden  fogs. 
Each  voice  rings  with  laughter,  they  shout  and  they  call 

To  the  sound  of  the  clatter  of  many  strong  clogs. 

And  when  at  the  night  time  the  dome  of  the  sky 

Flames  red  to  the  flare  of  the  huge  furnace  fires, 
Silhouetting  the  towering  chimneys  near  by 

And  the  dark,  sleepy  town,  with  its  many  church  spires — 
Ah  !   then  rugged  beauty  shines  out  on  thy  face, 

So  wrinkled  and  seamed  by  the  long  years  of  toil. 
A  grim  silent  power  succeeded  thy  grace 

As  the  coal-seams  the  trees  that  once  shaded  thy  soil. 

And  now  on  thy  brow  there  is  gleaming  a  crown, 

Set  there  by  the  hands  of  the  sons  thou  hast  bred 
On  thy  wide  country-side  or  in  large  busy  town — 

Those  brave  sons  of  Britain — now  silent  and  dead. 
They  were  guided  and  hardened  by  touch  of  thy  hand — 

They  were  comrades  in  danger — no  foes  would  they  flee  ; 
They  were  heroes  each  one,  and  they  knew  how  to  stand 

Against  Death  and  its  dealers — the  foes  of  the  free. 

Gallipoli's  horrors  are  writ  in  thy  heart, 

Where  the  blood  of  thy  children  so  vital  and  brave 
Was  shed  :     Oh,  my  country  !   thou  knewest  thy  part, 

And  sent  them  unflinchingly  out  to  their  grave. 
Never  again  shall  an  accent  of  scorn 

Sully  a  name  that  such  deeds  have  made  shine  ; 
Thou  thy  full  share  of  the  burden  hast  borne — 

And  may  God  prosper  thee,  Lancashire  mine  ! 

D.  M.  RAWNCLIFFE. 


MADAM  BUTTERFLY 

OH  watching  woman  !  through  the  night  unmoving, 
Still  at  thy  window,  trusting  and  betrayed, 
Hold  closer  yet  that  token  of  thy  loving, 
So  the  new  day  shall  find  thee  undismayed. 
Through  the  still  darkness,  haunting  and  unheeded 
Drifted  thy  last  incomparable  song, 
And,  straining  to'ards  the  goal  to  which  it  speeded, 
Thy  patient  eyes  would  follow  it  along. 
There  at  thy  feet  the  idol  too  well  trusted 
Lies  in  the  dust.     Thine  eyes  behold  it  not. 
As  thou  hast  kept  thy  father's  sword  unrusted 
So  shall  it  keep  thine  honour  without  blot. 
Thus  at  the  moment  of  thy  dream's  rude  breaking 
Thou  shalt  achieve  the  sleep  which  knows  no  waking. 

M.  E.  MORRIS, 


GOLDEN  DREAMS 

GOLDEN  are  the  clouds, 
Golden  is  the  sky, 
Golden  are  the  meadows 

Where  I  lie. 

Golden  are  the  buttercups 
All  around  me, 
Who  bob  and  curtsey 

Statelily. 

Golden  are  the  marigolds 
By  the  still  lake,     * 
Where  I  lie  dreaming 

Half  awake. 

The  golden  of  the  sunset 
Filters  through  my  dream  ; 
I  see  the  lake  mistily 

All  agleam. 

To  lie  with  head  on  arms, 
To  dream  like  this  .  .  . 
To  dream  and  dream  again  .  .  . 
It  is  bliss. 
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Fancy  may  lead  me 
Through  fields  unknown, 
Through  buttercups  and  marigolds 
All  alone. 

Through  a  golden  fairyland 
She  may  lead  me 
Where  I  will  dream  and  dream 
Eternally. 

Sorrow  and  loneliness, 

What  do  I  care  ? 

Sunset  has  caught  me  in  her 

Golden  hair. 

A  chill  wind  stirs  the  buttercups, 

Kisses  me  awake, 

Through  the  gloom  I  see  the  ripple 

Of  the  silent  lake. 

DIANA  BRIDGEMAN. 

July,  1920. 


THE  WATER  LILIES 

IN  places  cool  and  deep 
The  water-lilies  sleep. 
Mystic  and  dim 
They  slowly  swim 
And  float  .... 
Some  holy  boat 
Freighted  with  prayers. 

Or  like  a  Chalice — silver  white 
Grail  of  the  night, 
Across  the  moonlight's  beam 
They  drift  ...  a  dream. 

The  dark  leaves  guard  the  bowl 
Holding  a  flower-soul. 

VIVIENNE  DAYRELL. 


PREMIUM  AWARDS  ftP  CRITICISM 

A  GENERAL  improvement  this  month  in  the  average  standard  of 
entries  is  happily  noted,  and  the  best  poems  were  so  nearly 
equal  in  excellence  that  it  was  difficult  to  award  the  prizes  or  to  limit 
the  list  of  commendations.  However,  it  is  decided  to  award  the 
first  prize  of  .£1  to  Christine  Orr  for  her  poem  Youth  Hears  a  Sweet 
Music,  and  to  divide  the  remaining  £2.  Ten  shillings  each  go  to 
Doris  Westwood,  B.  W.  Richards,  Honor  F.  Leeke,  and  Gladys 
Yates  for  the  following  poems  respectively :  Paolo  and  Francesca, 
'The  Earth  Sleeper,  Te  Locket,  and  The  Scribe  Fails.  Poems  worthy  of 
commendation  are  Sleepless  by  L^o  Galletley,  Failure  by  Helen 
Mitcham,  Norfolk  by  W.  H.  Hodds,  Autumn  Night  by  Eleanor 
Simeon,  and  Night  Spell  by  Vivienne  Dayrell. 

IRENE  :  Lexy's  Loch  has  some  musical  lines,  the  best  of  which  are 
those  in  parentheses.  Line  2,  however,  is  marred  by  the  short, 
hurried  syllables  at  the  end  of  "  disturbingly."  Though  the  idea  of 
the  sympathy  of  Nature  with  the  lover  is  not  entirely  fresh,  Serenade 
seems  to  strike  a  new  note.  It  is  a  very  creditable  treatment  of 
a  much-abused  theme. 

DANDYLION  :  Both  poems  seem  to  reveal  the  writer's  personality. 
There  is  individuality  in  Autumn  Night,  whose  strange  rhythm  and 
quaint  words  make  it  suitable  for  a  delightfully  fantastic  song. 
Bean-flowers  is  a  poem  far  removed  from  the  ordinary  type — 
therefore  a  welcome  and  interesting  contribution. 

EURYDICE  :  The  use  of  well-worn  epithets  spoils  your  work  : 
what  emotions  are, stirred  by  the  use  of  words  like  "  shimmering 
haze,"  "  pearl-tinted "  ?  Otherwise  they  are  quietly  pleasant 
poems,  but  with  no  great  vitality.  You  should  "  let  yourself  go." 

WOOD  SORREL  :  There  is  some  promise  in  these  verses.  The  Song — 
because  of  the  newer  note  it  strikes  in  the  metre — has  more  merit 
than  Loveliness,  in  which  the  multitude  of  things  described  produces 
a  confused  impression. 

MIGNONETTE  :  "  Trees  "  and  "  leaves  "  in  My  Garden  Plot  do  not 
rhyme,  and  presumably  assonance  is  not  intended.  There  is  a  little 
metrical  confusion  in  the  last  two  lines.  The  Forsaken  Shrine  is 
pleasant  verse  for  a  time — eventually  becoming  monotonous — but 
it  lacks  distinction. 

F.J.C.  :  Both  poems  are  quite  well  composed,  but  have  about 
them  an  air  of  flatness  that  is  not  alluring.  It  is  a  pity  that  heather 
cannot  be  spoken  of  apart  from  the  epithet  "  purple."  The  Dawn 
fails  to  evoke  any  picture  in  the  reader's  imagination. 

JACQUELINE  :  It  is  a  mistake  to  introduce  in  so  short  a  poem  as 
Christina  the  recurrence  of  such  words  as  "  beauty  "  and  "  loveli- 
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ness."  Beware  also  of  such  "  rhymes  "  as  "  eyes  "  and 
Beauty  begins  well,  but  the  last  speech  is  scarcely  more  than 
prose,  and  one  feels  the  need  of  rhyme.  Do  not  allow  your  poetic 
standard  to  drop. 

NASTURTIUM  :  The  quaint  old-worldliness  of  both  poems,  together 
with  the  humour  pervading  them,  gives  them  great  charm,  which  is 
enhanced  by  the  skilled  craftsmanship  put  to  the  composition  of 
these  Ballades, 

"  M.A.P."  :  Storm  on  the  Hill  is  a  majestic  piece  of  verse  that  leaves 
one  cold.  "  Forces  a  thrilling  perfume  to  its  birth  "  is  a  forced 
conceit  that  produces  an  unnatural  effect.  The  Daughter  of  Pan 
seems  conceived  at  an  entirely  different  level  from  the  preceding,  and 
is  spontaneously  expressed. 

ESPANOLA  :  You  have  expressed  genuine  feeling  in  a  quiet,  un- 
forced manner.  In  Consolation  you  have  achieved  much  by  using 
(with  one  exception)  words  of  one  or  two  syllables. 

SYRINX  :  Sw&nseA  from  Exmoor  is  not  noted  for  originality  of 
phrase,  nor  Autumn  Dawn  for  originality  of  conception,  though  the 
expression  in  the  latter  is  more  fortunate,  and  the  metre  is  attractive. 

DIANE  :  The  Game  is  cleverly  thought  out,  if  not  highly  poetical. 
Chanson  Triste  portrays  the  -regretful  spirit  of  Autumn  and  the 
diction  is  well  chosen. 

E.M.F. :  You  show  strong  individuality — stronger,  indeed,  than 
your  power  of  expression,  which  you  cultivate.  The  Desert  in  the 
Sky  testifies  to  the  imagination  of  the  writer,  as  also  does  the 
novelty  of  theme  in  the  other  poem. 

DIOWE  :  In  'Failure  you  have  employed  realism  without  excess, 
and  the  poem  is  a  true  human  document,  revealing  that  knowledge 
of  Life  that  is  at  the  root  of  all  poetry  that  appeals.  The  irregular 
but  rhyming  lines  are  weH  ordered  and  speak  of  a  capable  hand. 

SEEKER  :  The  Earth  Sleeper  is  a  praiseworthy  achievement,  and  a 
great  improvement  is  noticeable  in  your  work,  which  has  become 
more  finished.  The  images  in  the  verses  you  mention  are  well 
carried  out  and  by  no  means  too  vague.  The  Dead  is  refreshingly 
new  in  idea.  In  line  4  keep  "  feet,"  and  retain  your  line  beginning 
"  Whom  God,"  etc. 

CAMEL  :  Aviator's  Evensong  is  over-ambitious  and  pompous,  and 
contains  a  superfluity  of  such  expressions  as  "  pearl-clad  bosom," 
"  soft  refulgence."  Armistice  Day  is  stirring  and  reaches  a  good 
climax  in  the  last  verse. 

ANGHARED  :  In  The  Silent  Forest  you  have  caught  the  sense  of 
awe  and  mystery,  and  the  mode  of  expression  is  appropriate,  but 
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one  line — "  The  serried  trees  do  severally  unbind  " — strikes  one  as 
stilted.  The  other  poem  is  merely  slight  and  mediocre. 

CUCHULAIN  :  Your  poem  To  L.  E.  has  not  the  life  that  one  finds 
usually  in  your  poems.  It  is  heavier  than  most  of  your  work,  and 
you  have  not  been  very  successful  in  producing  the  effect  desired. 
Surely,  in  the  last  line  but  one,  "  they  "  should  be  "  them  "  or 
"  those."  Earth's  Hold  is  nearer  your  usual  standard,  and  the  musical 
metre  in  the  first  and  last  verses  is  excellent. 

BETH  :  The  merit  of  your  work  lies,  not  in  its  subject,  which  is 
commonplace,  but  in  its  musical  quality,  produced  in  A  Garden 
of  Romance  by  the  choice  and  placing  of  vowel  sounds.  The  other 
poem  has  a  pleasant,  vigorous  swing  that  is  attractive,  even  though 
no  lasting  impression  is  made. 

CHARLOTTE  :  The  Dead  Mother  is  a  theme  that  should  be  carefully 
treated  or  sentimentality  will  predominate.  It  could  be  made 
effective,  but  the  words  and  metre  you  choose  make  it  commonplace. 
One  or  two  phrases,  only,  give  it  life  and  humanity,  such  touches  as 
"  loosened  hair."  The  Weaver  \s  an  interesting  study,  well  worked  out. 

ASTOLFO  :  The  last  verse  of  Fantasy  is  good,  but  the  metaphors 
are  too  conventional  in  both  poems.  It  seems  hardly  convincing 
to  ascribe  a  "  marble  bosom  "  to  Night.  Your  efforts  are  rather  to 
be  styled  versification  than  poetry. 

INDA  WOOD  :  /  Ask  is  correct  but  dull,  though  embodying  a  noble 
thought.  In  comparison,  Love  is  startling,  but  well  expressed, 
except  for  the  second  line  of  verse  2. 

DEMOCRITUS  :  Lovers  Season  is  pretty,  and  the  repeat  in  line  7 
of  the  last  word  in  line  5  is  effective.  The  other  poem  is  a  contrast. 
It  is  written  with  power  and  finished  workmanship,  but  the  subject 
is  not  worth  while  putting  into  verse.  ,  .«).>..:! 

BJ. :  A  Garden  Fairy  possesses  a  charming,  childlike  freshness 
and  colloquial  ease,  and  Pavlova '/  Sway  contains  the  requisite  grace 
and  lightness  of  touch. 

L.M.S. :  The  Dream  is  original  in  thought  and  has  dramatic 
force,  but  the  four-foot  blank  verse  line  seems  to  meet  with  less 
success  than  the  pentameter.  To  Beauty  is  bizarre,  but  without 
charm.  The  opening  is  striking,  but  there  is  a  falling  off  to  puerility 
in  "  To  build  her  locks  with." 

CLARICE  :  The  Mother's  Share  is  an  unequal  attempt.  The 
narrative  style  is  straightforward  and  of  interest,  but  in  verse  8 
the  realism  is  too  crude,  lacking  art  in  the  portrayal.  Parts  of  the 
poem  are  conventional,  but  there  is  a  sudden  rise  to  a  higher  level  in 
the  last  verse. 
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BERYL  :  Your  poetry  breathes  the  fragrance  that  comes  from 
kinship  with  Nature.  The  Scribe  Fails  is  a  poem  in  which  the  matter 
contradicts  the  title,  such  sweetness  does  the  writer  "  gather  from 
the  fields  of  Time."  Twin  Flowers  is  slight  in  comparison. 

GAWK  :  These  poems  have  a  melody  that  almost  bewitches  one 
and  misleads  one  to  think  that  the  words  contain  more  meaning  than 
they  do  in  reality.  They  contain  good  lines,  such  as  the  first  two 
of  verse  2  in  At  Eventide,  but  this  poem,  as  a  whole,  suffers  from 
vagueness.  There  is  a  metrical  fault  in  verse  I,  line  3.  Summer 
Noon  possesses  this  same  melody,  but  a  tendency  exists  to  use  to 
excess  words  of  the  same  poetic  type,  such  as  "  sun-steeped," 
"  purple-gloried,"  etc. 

MONK  :  Ob  Love  is  a  well- written  lyric,  maintaining  a  high  standard 
throughout,  except  for  a  slight  drop  in  the  last  stanza.  Sleepless  also 
has  great  merit,  being  un-ordinary  and  containing  excellent  lines — 
the  2nd  and  the  last  4 — though  some,  like  line  n,  are  weaker. 

OLWEN  :  Autumn  Dusk  reveals  careful  observation  of  Nature, 
but  the  metre  is  not  well  managed,  and  there  is  no  individuality. 
Gwalia  is  more  musical  and  promising. 

Eos :  There  is  vitality  in  both  poems.  Life  is  more  commonplace 
— thougli  musical — than  Introspect,  in  which  an  atmosphere  of 
horror  is  produced  in  quite  a  masterly  way.  "  Drowned  eyes  " 
is  a  well-chosen  expression* 

WENDY  :  In  The  Tigress  vivid  imagination  is  displayed  in  creating 
the  wealth  of  tropical  scents  and  colours,  though  it  is  too  ambitious, 
and  scarcely  reaches  your  previous  standard  of  poetry.  Thanks  is 
unequal,  but  has  an  appealing  simplicity ;  the  opening  is  good,  and 
phrases  like  "  Pale  Mary,  with  the  quiet  eyes,"  call  up  a  picture  at 
once. 

CELTIC  :  Your  style  is  fluent  and  pleasing.  The  Spirit  of  Beauty 
is  a  direct,  genuine  expression  of  a  great  truth  in  pure  language, 
with  an  original  idea  in  stanzas  6  and  8.  There  are  good  phrases 
in  the  second  poem,  but  the  individuality  does  not  appear  throughout. 

C.L. :  There  is  a  good  sense  of  movement  in  Belief  of  Death,  and 
good  workmanship  in  Satyrs  and  Fauns.  In  the  former  poem 
"  dusk  "  in  line  3  seems  introduced  for  the  sake  of  rhyme.  The 
expression  possesses  a  certain  sonority,  but  there  is  less  spontaneity 
than  in  the  latter. 

IVORIE  :  Take  care  of  punctuation  and  grammatical  details,  such 
as  "  Your  charms  .  .  .  doth  vanish."  The  poems  show  intense 
feeling,  and  there  is  an  improvement — more  restraint — in  the 
portrayal  of  emotion,  especially  in  The  Call  of  Life. 


LA  NUIT  QUI  PARLE 

Oodeur  fade  du  soir, 
9  Brume  errante 

echappee  d'un  mysterieux  ostensior  : 
Brume  qui  s'eparpille  languissante 
parmi  les  rues  agonisantes ; 
parmi  les  dernier s  pas  grondants 
tambourinant  sur  les  trottoirs  : 
Brume,  qui  jette  sur  1'ombre  un  cauchemar  ! 
O  spleenique  Londres  nocturne, 
que  Minuit  rend  taciturne  ! 
Tu  profiles  ta  Legende  hallucinante 
dans  le  loin  tain  ; 

et  tes  mille  lumieres  qui  se  lamentent 
consument  mon  coeur  chagrin. 
Ton  ciel  rouge  d'incendie 
parait  hagard  ! 

Tes  maisons  etreintes  par  la  Nuit 
sont lourde  s !  .  .  . 
Et  tes  clochers  d'eglises, 
— tels  des  lances  piquees  au  ciel — 
jet  tent  de  temps  en  temps 
le  cri  glacant  des  Heures ! 
Le  Vent  glotte  dans  1'ombre 
— invisible  etendard — 

pour  la  lugubre  fete  que  les  Morts  se  preparent ! 
.  .  .  Je  suis  seul  a  veiller, 
Au  milieu  du  sommeil ; 
qui  passe  comme  un  songe  sur  la  Vie. 
Et  tout  autour  de  moi  herissant  ses  fantomes 
II  semble  que  je  lutte  contre  mille  ennemis. 

R.  DE  LASTIC. 
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